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Join Led SomMERs, 


Lord Prefident of Her Majesrts's 
moſt Honourable En 


May it pleaſe your Loraſtip, 
gs it's an cſtabliſh*d Cuſtom in theſe 
aer Ages, for all Writers, particu- 
SS larly the Poetical, to ſhelter their 
Productions under the Protection of 

the moſt Diſtinguiſh'd, whoſe Approbation 
a Kind of Infpiration, much 


derive from their fiftitious Apollo So it wis 
my Ambition to Addreſs one of my weak 
Performances to Your Lordſhip, who, by uni. 
verſal Conſent, are juſtly allou d to be the belt 
Judge of all Kinds * Writing. 

| was indeed at firſt deterr*' from my Þ- 
gn, by a Thought that it might be accourt 

unpardonable Rudenc ſs to obtrude a Tritt 
of this Nature to a Perſon, whoſe ſublime Wis- 


dom moderates that Council, whick, at thus 


critical Juncture, over-rules the Fate of all 
Europe. But then "0 encouraged by re- 
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to that which the beatheniſb Poets pretended to 


Is - 
Minds. I __ were guilty of the hi 

| I preſume my Com 
warmed — —-—- 


Dramatiſt ; but then again, I chat Tour 
Lordſhip's native Goodnels and | y. in 
and 


Conde ſcenſion to the Taſte of the beſt 


will excuſe and overlook fuch Faults as y 
FE. cope my Lord, the Occaſion feems 
| me to engage in a Panegyrick 

dick 


thoſe natural and acquired Abilities, w | 
brightly adorn Your Perſon : But I fhall re- 
fiſt that Temptation, being conſcious of the 
Inequality of a Female Pen to fo Maſculine 
an Attempt ; and having no other Ambition 
than to ſubſcribe myſelf, 
My Lord, 
Nour Lordſbip's 
Moſt Humble and 


Moſt Obedient Servant, 
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cn Friend to Sir Gange, ini 

with Jadbirde. of Be Sap 
Sir Jaaa: Trafich, A Merchant that 

hv'd ſome Time in Sin, 2 great Ad. 
/þ Cuſtoms, 


Sammel, Woman to Mirends. 
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A! Sir Geerge Airy! A Birding thus ear- 
ly ! What forbidden Game rous'd you 
| ſo foon ? For no lawful 8 
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Cha. A Woman, Goods Ha, ha, ha; and Gold not 


ez ger Pm in rr 


L th two 
fem, warfant rich Pee 2. ak 


whe toe they ? cone. 

— I never ſaw, but 
witty as an ; the other beautiful as Ven. 

Ce. Anda Fool ___—- 

Sir Gen. For aught I know, for I never ſpoke to her, 

but you can inform me; I am charm'd by the Wit of 
ng, end die for the Brenty of the cer. | 

. Cha. And pray, which are you in queſt of now ? 
Sir Geo. 1 refer the ſehfual Pleaſore ; Im 

ſeen, who is thy Father's Ward, Miranda. 
Cha. Nay, then I pity you; for the Jew 

will no more part with her and 30000 NI 
wou'd with a Guinea to keep me from flarving. : 

1 Now you fee Gold can't do every Thing, 
arles 


for her I've 
my Father, 


Che. Yes ; for tis her Gold that bars my Father's | 


inſt you. 


Gate 
Sir "Why, if be is this avazatious Wretch, how | 


cam'f thou by fuch a liberal Education ? 

Cha. Not 4 Souſe out of his Pocket, I aſſure you: I 
had an Uncle who defray'd that Charge, but for ſome 
little Wildneſſ:s of Youth, tho” he made me his Heir, 
left Dad my Guardian till I came to Years of Diſcretion, 
which I preſume the old Gentleman will never think I 


am z and now he has got the Eſtate into his Clutches, it . 
does me no more good than if it lay in er. Tabus 
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Che. To 
know very 
| — wy Father he ehinks\ —.— 
| | my F ; he thinks my too 
un his Allowance too little ; he never ſees 
quartels ; and to avoid that, I 
as pale. The Report is; he intends to marry her 
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bir Money, when he has any, run of my Errands, and 
bf frog es, in ſhort,” he'll pimp for me, Tye for me, | 
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Sire Nay, then he's to be endur'd; I never knew 
Gy - Enter with 4 Patch croſs bis Face, . 
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Cha, Maypict, you maſt excuſe me, lam >; 
Engag's Egad I'll eogage my Life Huh 
- that dodg'd Sir George, faid he was in the 


Enter Patch. | 4 
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Ha! Miſs Patch alone Did not you tell me you hal 
contriv'd a way to bring Jabinda 4 
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Chamber-Door ; this ſtruck us into a terrible Fri 


put on a grave Face, and ask'd him if he was 
for his Chocolate, in hopes to draw him ent af 

 ; bus he ſnap'd my Noſe off; na. I alk be 
ur h my poor Miſtzeſe, , 


me to unit on your: « 
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Tience, thou wilt never be wiſe ; — font me-2 


( 


Sit ran, Flag att & Pager: +» .. :. 


(3, Sie. Come to. the: Print, here's the Gold, fum up 


U NT Mis £Y _ &. err: met =: $53: EFTSO8 


A 


1 
= 


this 


4 
* 
ber's 


.my 
d me 


4 


| 


112 
Ts 4 


+ 
. * 
* 
” * 
. 


1 4 


ans faſe-, 


is 1 have 


in lov 2 
I ſucceed, I never 


J. 


reall 4 
that's 


whac Hopes have 


3 


Say you ſo ? 


Then I 

never f. 
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Adod theſe young Fellows think old Men get 

nothing but them to ſquander away, in Dicing, 

Drinking, and fo forth. 

think I was born a Sir; I'm fare 

me like one. 

From her N. wou'd infer, Sir, that 
Pox, are Requiſites to a 


Cha. N 


25 


fay you ſhan't have a Groat out 
may be I'll never 
? 


to you 
robb'd, or have one's Throat cut, is 


Sir Fran. What's that, Sirrah ? weu'd you rob me, or 
cut my Throat, ye Rogue? 

Cha. — — Sir, —I faid no ſuch thing. 

Sar Fran. on me ! What a Plague it is ts have 
. who wants to elbow ans 
out of one's Life, to edge himſelf into the Eſtate ! 


Enter Marplot. 
Egad he's here —I was afraid 1 had loft 


Marp!. 


ae publick there——Guardian———your ServantCharies, 
I know by that ſorrowful Countenance of thine, the old 


| Sir Fran. So: Here's another Coxcomb, 
Aer 


hs er Inf, 2nd fo bee rhe Feel nan. 
e hat eccility bring you too, Sir 
Lend. You have hit it, Guardian — I — 
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Sir Fra. For what? 


2 4 N Rr. for a hundred Things : 1 can't for my 
RT — the Anſwer I. 
to have 
3 Oh, the Devil, if he gets out before me, I ſhall 
loſe hi . 
ern 
as you pleaſe———1 muſt fee a in your Tem- 
gs find one in mine. 


Pray, Sir, diſpatch me ; the Money, Sir, I'm 
ty Hate 


in 
Sir Fran. Fool, take this and go to the Caſhier ; I 
ſhan't be long plagu'd with thee. [Cives him 4 Note. 
„Beal take the Caſhier ; I ſhall certainly have 
COne 


A og gry nm [ Runs out. 
I, Sir, I take my Leave——But remember, 
Arr. the Miſeries of wretched 
Poverty, which roo often lays the Plan for SceneFof 
* Fra Stay, Char les, I have ſadden Thought 
Sir Fran. a come 
into my Head, may prove to thy Advantage. 
Che. Ha, does he relenc ? 
Sir Fran. My Lady Wrinkle, worth Forty Thouſand 
Pounds, fets 2 Hu:band ; ſhe 
d thee Day, tho the makers can get 
nl I can introduce thee 
for nothing. 
annere 
"Sir Fran Then ſhe'll ſee but half your Extravagance, 


© 

© Che. * 

« oothlefs, dirty, wry-neck'd, hunch-back'd Hag. 
* Sir Ru. Huazh-back'd f ©. mach the better. then 
ſhe has a Reft for her Misfortunes ; for for thou wilt load 
1 nn no 
15 ather ; Forty Thouſand Pounds is nothing 
Cha. 


you. 
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. Yes, Sir, I think it too mach; a young beau- 
Woman, with half the Money, wou'd be more agree- 
ee Ee en TINT. 


Enter Marplot Runting. 


Mary! Ha! gone! Is Charks gone, Guardian ? 
Sir Fan. Ves; and I defire your wiſe Worſhip to walls 


after him. 
Marpl. Egad, I ſhall I tell you but that: 
Ab, Pax of the Caſter for detaining me fo lon 


bis Fran. What is the Fellow diftratied Delos Bo 


George to walk for a Trial of Skill that 
will make me „ and him a Foot: Ha, ha, ha, in 
my Mind he looks like an Aſs already. 
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try your Fou:une. [Takes aut bis Watch.] 


Ou: 
Sir Geo. So rr | 
Diſpels the Clouds, i Vales 
— [ Salutes ber. 


Sir Fran. Hold, Sir, Kiſſing was not in our Agree- 


ment. | 

Sir Geo. Oh! that's by way of Prologue Prithee, 
ald Mammon, to thy Poſt. 

Sir Fran. Well, young Timon, tis now Four exactly: 
one Hour, remember, is your utmoſt Limit, not a Mi- 
nute more. — to the bottoms of the Stage. 

whether you'll excuſe or blame my 
Love, the Author of this raſh 


_ write another Article in ycur Guts. | l 

2 Lays vis Hand to bis Sword. 

Sir Far. [Going Bact.] A bloody-minded Fellow !---- 
Sir Geo. Not anſwer mel perhaps ſhg thinks my Ad- 
dreſs too grave: I'll be more free Cn you be ic un- 
| conſcionable, Madam, to let me ſay all theſe fine things 
to you without one fingle Compliment in Return? 
View 


mw > = wau mac ww. 


on RU er 06/9 ator nin 6 we | 


i 


i 
9 


e 


— Bvs:tz Bovy. 


11 


Ir 


Ul 11000 Ll 


join'd her Sitence ; Tu try another 


: 
Fi 
pull 


AGPMFMACECEERLEUS 2 MM BEASS s S RW Sw T7 


Til 1 2s 4 12115 128 
Tis 4 fin 
0 4 780 
21 i} 
@ 4 2 : 
a1 4 1 
I x 
of Ho 6 1 
J + 
1 PLE 1117 55 


wt 


. 


rag 


bi: 


{1 
115 


| E 

A 

| 0 

f © — 

| — $ © 

| > 8 

| > TFH) 
5 225 
| ; SAS 
> Hh + ITT 

Sc 


> Ka: 


FI Tor nt. 
11115 n 


= 


111 


114 ir 


4. USC naigg Yb HAY tm A UAC LSE Gem, c 


* 


Miranda. 


2 Jus iz Bopr. 


= V 


Fl 42440 15 
pt e Ph 


2 i * 


- 


n= FERC BY SPFESRESF 


Lt Me... —— — ” 


The Buss Bop. 34 
Then if thou" d with fair Miranda 
— —— — 


a (Exit: 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha; he is mad. | 
Theſe fluttering Fop» imagine they can wind, 

Turn, and decoy to Love all Woman-kind: 

But here's a Proof of Wiſdom in my Charge, 

Old Men are Conflant, Young Men live at large ; 

The frugal Hand can Bills at Sight defray, 

ſExit. 


When he that lat ij is, has nought to pay. 
SCENE changes to Sir Jealous Traffick's Houſe. 
Fuer Sir Jealous, Iſabinda, Patch follewing. _ 
Sir Fea/. What in the Balcony again, notwithſtanding 
my ive Commands to the contrary — don't 


you write a Bill upon your Forchead, to ſhow 
thece's ing to be lett—_ 
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TAN 


oF Fi 


* 


— —— - i. Ll 
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ſlap my Chaps, and told me, I was her Servant, not her 


Sir Fea/. Did the fo ? But I'll make her to know that 
are her Duczre : Oh that incomparable Cuſtom of 
/ Why here's no depending upon old Women in 
my Country———for they are as wanton at Eighty, as 
a Girl of Eighteen ; and a Man may as fafely truſt to 

{Ps Tranſlation, as to his great Grandmother's not 


marrying again. 

1b. Orto.the 8, Ladies Veils and Duennas, for 7 
the ſaſ of their Honour. 1 

Sir Feal. Dare to ridicule the cautious Conduct of 
that wiſe Nation, and I'll have you lock'd up this Fort- 
night without a Peep hole. 

Job. If we had but the y Helps in Exg/and, 
which they have in dan, I might deceive you if you 
did 4 Boden Arm but the innate 
Principles, eputa ; 
8e Let me tell you, Si ſharpens 


ange: have ſome 
nothing but a Red Coat and a Feather, , 
leaping into ber Arms, to leap into my Eflate 
But I'll prevent them; ſhe ſhall be only Signior 


Babinetts's. 
wou'd employ any body 
obey 


Patch. Really, Sir, I wiſh 
ell in this Aﬀiir ; I lead a Life like a Dog, with - 
your Commands. Come, Madam, will you pleaſe 
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this Wench is very true to 


tion, when my Maſter and 
Patch. Ay, ay, Farewel. 


ſay now 
Sir Fan. Ay, want ; have you = Letter or Meſſage 
for - Jets there? = Of my Conſcience this 8 
Bawd | 


No, not I, Sir. | 
Sir Fea}. Sirrab, Sirrab, Ii have you ſet in the Stocks, 


if you don't tell me your Buſineſs immediately. 
"hip. Nay, Sir, my Buſineſs—— is no great Matter 
4 f — 


neither 3 and yet dis Buſineſs of 
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Sirrah, don't trifle with me. 
This Fellow has the officious Leer 
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Enter Whiſper, and ſpeaks afide to bis Maſter. 
The Devil! Wh;/zer here again, that Fellow never ſpeaks 


out ; Is this the ſame 


WAY + FEESEYS age 
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© Chi. Secure me! Why won't you fight -? 
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What then ! I can weil the People to 


part ye. 


confequently no Danger. 


is & a Miſtreſs then ?!——Mum——You 


be ß lent upon Occafion. 


, but it is no Duel, 
ithee be anſwer d. 
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Exit. 


you, you 
you [Baie 


too: I tell 
Farewel. 


cou'd be civil 


you 


neither muſt nor ſhall go with me. 
| Why then-—I muſt and will follow 


The Endof the Second A C'T. 
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Well, Charks, in ſpight of 
out of the Secret, I A 
know : At that Corner — 
whoever goes in, or comes out. 
ries. 


SCENE Draws. Charles, Ifabinda ad Patch. 


Jad. Patch, look out ſharp; have a Care of Dad. 
Patch. I warrant you. 
Jab. Well, Sir, if I may judge your Love by your 
Courage, I ought to believe you fincere ; for you ven- 
ture into the Lion's Den, when you come to fee me. ; 


Cha. If you'd conſent, whilſt the furious Beaſt is a- 


broad, I'd free you from the Reach of his Paws. 
Jab. . 
ning into another ; like the poor Wretches who iy the 
burning Ship, and meet their Fate in the Water. Come, 
come, Charles, I fear if I conſult my Reaſon, Confine- 
ment and- Plenty is better than Liberty and I 
you'd make the Frolick for a little . 

and doing a World of tender Things ; but when 
Subſtance is once exhauſted, and a thouſind 


Requiſites for Life are wanting, Love, who rarely deb, | 


with Poverty, wou'd alſo fail us. 

( ba. Faith, I fancy not; methinks my Heart has aid 
up a Stock will laſt for Liſe ; ro back I have ta- 
ken a thouſand Pound upon my Uncle's Eſtate f that 
ſurely will ſupport us till one of our Father”: relene. \ 

Jab. There's no truſting to that, my Friend ; Idoabe 
your Father will carry bis Humbaur to the Grave, and 
mine til} he ſees me ſettled in Sperm. 

Cha. And can ye then cruelly reſelve to ftay ſtill that 
curs d Don arrives, and fuffer that Youth, Beauty, Five, 
and Wit co be facrific'd to che Arms of 4 dull Spaniard, 
oy nmr, and forvid the Sight of any thing that's 


Jab. 


. : go that Way, 
him fall in the Teeth : Oh, unlucky Mo- 


nn wet wwe 


Undone for ever! if he fees you, 1 ſhall never 


err 
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SCENE changes ts the Street, © 


Sir Neal. 


2 ſtrong Suſpicion all is not ight within; that Fellow's 
— rr Door, \is Tale of a 


Exter Sir Jealous, with Marplot behind bim, 


I don't know what's the Matter, but I h 
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2 I have dene you u Piece of Ser. 
Thunderbolt, that the Gentleman 
WA — N 


Und the Beds, | 
. Yes, and in them too; but found no Body, Sir. 
Feat. Why, what cou'd this Rogue mean? > 
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Changer, ſo 


dear little Rogue, 


Nay, adod, I will, 


Thou 


ily bas Cares, 
.; 


2 all bis Spanifty Caution, r 


SCENE & Francis 
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Sir Francis and Miranda meeting. 
Are. Well, Garder, how did I perform my dumb 
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Let Dad be jealous, 
While Love 


Sir Fran. To 
let mie buſs thee for it: 


Scene ? 


Tae 


- 
. 
- 8 


é— a 


* — 


A 2 6s >» SO as Ds... <6 4 1 78 


44 The Bos u Bovy. | 

| muzzle, and tuzzle, and hag thee, I will, faith, I wil. 

a. 4 and biffing ber. 
who would 


' N. Gardee, don't be fo 
= - vide Poſt, when the Journey laſts for Life? L. ou 
Sir Nan. AhWag,ahWag--I'llt baſs thee again for thar. Sir 
| fires. Paugh! how he ſtinks of Tobacco! what a My 
 dellente Bedfellow I ſhould have? * } God 


| ha, ha ; a Whim indeed! why is it not 
- Demonſtration I give my Leave when I marry thee? 
- dow Weld wilt be ape: —— 
j. 
9888 — 
how much I weeks o Mien Peaded wich Years and WE 
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Sir ! Prithee leave out Years, Charger, | 
Pm not fo old, as; thou ſhalt find: Adod, Fm young ; 
far ye. " | } | 2 . Dunn 
never excuſe it, why, I lie you the better 

old— But I ſhall ſuſpect yay don't love me, if | 


Adod, 
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Marpl. 


ſent for you Sir ? What's 


Enter Marplot. 


now? Who 


Sir ran. How 
= Nao ; that's a Miracle ! But there's one 
you want, I'm jure 1 


/ Ay, what's that, Guardian ? 
Sir Fran. Manners: What, had I no Servants wi 


124 
| 114 
Hh Hh 


FOOD ET FEST” — aks pm „ 8 


Mor pi. 


* 


F 12 ks, rar 2 K 1 O44 


1 
4 


1 — — - 


. 


II 13 $2 
11 1 TH 11 i 
1 Br {1 
e437 ail TE 
2 41: ll - 2 171 
> 7 : 1 1114 © 4 T1 
Erol MI FTE 
e e 
6 QI 173 MIt ite by 


= 


TS. 


it, 
en- 
a- 
ha, 
the 
it, 
n 4 
t. 
an, 
all 
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31 
oly 
Sir 
and 
ran. 


Si Francis abouz.) Here's Buckram and Canvas 


ou to Repentance. . 
bar” Fran. Sirrah, my Cane ſhall teach you Repentance 


The Bous Bo pr. 
Mrar. And if you allow that a Proof of his being a 


fine Gentleman, be is fo. 


Courage, antry, anagement 
forfeited that Character, when he flung away a Hundred 
Pound upon your dumb Lady ſhip. 
e Ha, ha, ha. 
Miran. So. Sir George remaining in deep Diſcontent, 
3 truſty Squire to utter his Complaint: Ha, 


ha, ba. 
Marpl. Yes, Madam ; and you, like a cruel, heard- 


| hearted Jew, value it no more——than I wou'd your La- 


dyſhip. were I Sir George, you, you, 0 

Miran. Oh, don't call Names. I know you love to 
be employ d, and I'll oblige you, and you ſhall carry him 
a Meſſage from me. | | 

Marp!. According as I like it: What is it? 

Miran. Nay, a kind one you may be fure —— Firt 
tell him, I have choſe this Gentleman to have and to 
hold, and ſo forth. [Capping ber Hand into Sir Francis's. 

Sir Fran. Oh, the dear Rogue, how I doat on ber! 


Miran. And adviſe his I I —  .. 


mpertinence 
more, for I prefer Sir Francis for a Husband before all 


the Fops in the Univerſe. 
Marpl. Oh Lord, Oh Lord! ſhe's bewitch'd, that's 
certain: Here's a Husband for Eighteen — — Here's a 
r 
do 


— No faith, I have felt its Twin- brother from 
juſt ſuch a wither'd Hand too lately. 
Miran. One Thing more ; adviſe him to 


ſhall be faluced with a Piſtol or oy 


grey = 4 


im to keep from the 

Garden-Gate on the left Hand ; for it he dare to faunter 

there, about the Hour of Eight, as he uſed to do, he 
Blunderbuſs. 
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» Sir F. O monſtrous ! why Charger, did he uſe to 


* 


always watch'd his coming our, and fain wou'd have 
brid'd him for his Entrance Tell him he ſhall find 


121 __ he. 


. [ Ki/ing and bugging ber. 
an, Oh fie, Garde, be not ſo violent; conſider 
laſts all the Year —— Well, I'll in, and fee 
the Lawyer be come, 2 tollow. Exit. 
Sir Fran. Ay, tothe World's End, my Dear. Well, 
Frank, thou art a lucky Fellow in thy old td have 
fack a delicate Morel, and Thirty Thouſand Pound in 
love with thee; 1 ſhall be the Envy of Bachelors, the 
Glory of marry'sd Men, and the Wonder cf the Town. 
Some Guardians wou'd be nee 
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Sir Goo. Ha! the Garden-Gate at Eight, as I ws to 
do! There muſt be a Meaning in this. Is there fuck a 


* 


z it opens into the Park, I ſuppoſe her 


in. 


Per 
i 1 — My dear Mar- 
4 * 
nnn my bet, 
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Letter go? Now dare 


erat 


I warrant 
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Sir Gie. Nor would I have him ; prithee take him a- 
ag Marple, you ſhall go home with me. 
glad I'm well with him however. Sir 


&, Mrs. Patch, this is a lucky Minute, to 


H 


our in 


© 
SS -"”nh m ow© XA 8R\_ «a 


find you fo readily ; my Maſter dies with 


dy imagin'd and by her Orders I have 
i —4 +: hor to inform you 


oh. 1 an... — 


r 
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carry an Anſwer of. I can't think what Language the 
Direction is. 
Patch. Pho, tis no Language, but a Character which 
the Lovers invented to ayert Dncovery. Ha, I hear my 
od Maſter coming down Stairs, it is impoſſible you ſhowd 
have an Aniwer ; away, and bid hum come muncit tur 
that De gone, we are ruin'd if you're {een, for he 
e 
—_— 12. [Exit. 
into my Pocket. [ Puts it be- 
Na Taxd it fall, Ther, go ho Now "I'll up the kack-Stairs, 
I meet him. Well, a dexterous Chambermaid s 
the Ladies beſt Utenſil, I fay. [Exie. 
Entey Sir Jealous with a Letter in bis Hand. 

Sir Feal So, this is ſome Comfort ; this tells me that 
Seignzor Don Diego Babinetto is fafely arriv'd ; te fh 
ma 
W 


rr — — — — — — _ 


rry my Daughter the Minute he comes. Ha, aa 
hat's s here ? [Takes wp the Letter Patch droy'd } A Le - 
ter ! Aon eget, Mayen 

II t's within fide. [opens it.] hunph; "ts He- 
ink. W hat can this mean ? There muſt be 
int; this was 

Kay t know that ſhe can ſpeak any Lan- 


a —_ —__—_ _— 


—- — 


4 4 That — — 
inſtead my Honour, betray it; it out, 
Pm refolv'd : wer there ? 


The e Bob v. 
Expectation, and aſk their 


For let him do, or counſel all be can, 
She thinks and dreams of nething elſe but Man. 


SCENE Ifabinda's Chamber. 


Ifabinda and Patch. 


1/ab. Are you ſure no-body faw you ſpeak to Ni 

Patch. Yes, very fure, Madam: But I heard Sir Fea- 

Jous coming dawn Stairs, fo I clapt this Letter into my 

Pocket. [ Feels for the Letter. 

Iſab. A Letter, give me it quickly. s + 

Patch. Bleſs me! what's become on't —— Pm L. 
11 —é — Searching 

"1 Is it poſſible, — —- 

Oh! Pa undone for ever if it be loſt. 

Patch. I muſt have drop'd it the Stairs. But 

why-are you ſo much alarm'd? If the worſt 

no can read it, Madam, nor find out whom it was 


defign'd for. 
Jab. It i falls into my Father's Hands, the very Fi- 
gure 
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of a Letter will produce ill Conſequences. - Run and 
for it upon the Stairs this Moment. 

Patch Nay, I'm ſure it can be no where elſe ——— 
Le going out of the Door, meets the Butler. } How 
now, what do you want ? 
url. My Maſter order d me to lay the Cloath here for 


IT 
Ruin d, Redemption 4 
2 make — nent nxt 
| b 0- — 
N ee 
Nl. I ſo too, Madam, but I he has 
alter'd his Mi Lays the C 
Jab. The Letter is the Cauſe ; this heedlefs Action 
has undone me: Fly a 
which ive Charles Notice 


to retire. Ha, my Fa- 
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r has given i ape 


h. I with I cou 
Sir n Wen if potent ext, . 


en. ene . Sir. 
1 How ſhall I prevent 
in 
Sir Teal. I hope 
Madam. Play a Tune upon your Spinnet, whillt 
a 4 cr 
Patch. Pm as much out of Tune as my Lady; 
| knew all. * 2. 


[ Sits down to play. 

Patch. Really, Sir, I'm fo frighted about your open- 
he? Charm, that I can't remember one Song, 

294 Piſh, hang your Charm ; come, come, fing 


ing. 
| —_— Yes, I'm likely to truly. humph, 
humph ; bleſs me, Sir 2.12 10> 
Heart fo. 
Sir Feal. Why, what does your Heart pant. ſo that 
you can't play neither ? Pray whe Keri tate ha? 
Patch. Ah, wou'd the Key. was turn'd of you once. 


Sir Feal. Why don't I fay? 
Patch. When Mata os ebe 

sir, humph ; humph ——— 

= I cannot play Sir, whatever ails me. [ Kifeng.. 


2 


Sir Feal. Zounds fi: down and T 

I'll break the Spinnet about y 8 — 
har will become of me ? [Sits down and play. 
[To Patch. 


ir Feal. Come Miſtrefs. 
[Sings, 


| Cellar. What the meaning 
Dee AI. 


Patch. Pray Madam, take it a little lower, I cannot 
reach that Note Nor any Note, I fear. 


C 5 Jas. 
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ell, begin— Oh! Patch, we ſhall be diſrover d 
„ Madam 


S Women forick.] 


[ Exit, into 1] [Sir 
4 C y © F 
/ ing Charles £# four gw. the ' 


. You, ife, Bere 
this Fellow in, Pa ſure on 
Zounds take her from 
it, and break 
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Stairs. your Neck down 
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Reer Sir Jealous out of the Cher. 

anl. Whoever the 

Findow, for the Saſk 

= Reach, you are not: 
. 

, out of my 
8 2 2 


er I go. 
What do you mean, Sir? Was 23 nab Q0n- 
3 


„ d eme providing for aught 
Patch. What have I done, Sir, to merit your Dis- 


pleaſure ? 
Sir Jaa. I don't know which of you have done it; but: 


Sir Feal. AA thou wer't born, 
ſhould" not. ſtay to put on a Smock. Come ; 
when your Miſtreſs is marry'd, you ſhall have 
and every thing that belongs to you; bur 
for nothing ! 


Re-enter at the hauer End. 


2. cal. There, go, and come no more within 


my Habitation, CENT GE 
[Slaps the Door after her. 

© Patch. Did ever any body ſee ſuch an old Monſter ? 

Enter Charles. 
| Parch. Oh ! Mr. Charles, your Affairs and mine are 
man ll enur'd the F of Fortune 

@. I am to rowns : But what 
11 | C6. | Paths 


| 


waiting within. 
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Enter Sir George Airy. 
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| If there ſhould be a Blunderbuſs here now, what a dread 


ful Ditty would my Fall make for Fools ; and what a 

Be Wal. P how my Name wou'd be roar'd about 
Well, In venutre all. 

Sir Geo. A Female Voice! ths — my Dear. 

1 No, Pam not your Dear, bat I'll condutt you 

IIA your Hand: you muſt go thro' many a 

and dirty Step before you arvive——— - 

| * Com. i know 1 muſt before 1 = 


SCENE The Houſe. 
Enter Miranda. 


Miran. Well, let me reaſon a little with my mad ſelf 

Now don't I tranſgre6s all Rules to venture upon a Man 
the Advi-e of the Grave and Wiſe? But then a 

TE whom? Even bs who wou'd jan Wear! 
* Sir 
inquir d into 

in boch. Ran 
— -K e 


he had not inſinitely lov'd ? So I find 
— me with fe hs 


and now the only Dt RENE: 


or no. 
Enter Scentwell. 


Scent. That's reſolv'd, Madam, for here's the Knight. 


[ Exit Scentwell. 
Sir Geo. And do I once more behold that Ob- 


wh 22 Sr 
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Oration produc'd ? not one bare ſingle Word in 


vir Goa. Ha! the Voice of my pes Why 
„ 


Arz Feger in the pleafing | 
Sir Ges. Unkind ! Did I not offer you in thoſepurchas'd 


Minutes to run the Riſk of your Fortune, 
. Arms 


under pretence 
zer of his, is to him In Exocutor ; the Thing on. 


» 9 
Deen cur. 
0 9898 3 . 
+ + «@ © * 


vew r. 2Þ 


1 


2 I hear he's on the Road — 
then I my the moſt material Point, are 
ſoon remov' Point, 
Sir Geo. NA, if it lies in your 
1 * to poor Charles, tho” the 
of this tonncions dion: He is as 
Vices, as Nature and a 


Vanity enough 
— Jlove. 


Scentw. Oh Madam, m Maſter and k 
zalt 2 the klaus Mr. Marylot are 
an. K 
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Pugh, pox of the Monkey ! here's a Rout : I 
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his 


Affairs he may have upon 
Ne, Mr. 
Mar phe, 


bands ac preſent, I'm refalv'd he ſhan't ftir: 
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von muſt not leave us, we want a third Per. 
fon. : 8 e 
Marpl. I never had more mind to m my Life. 
Miran. Come then ; if we fail in the Arg 
thank your ſelf for taking this ill-ftarr'd Gentleman an 


% 


_ Sir Geo. That F: ne'er can unſucceſiful . 
Whoſe e.. 
The End of the Fourth ACT. 
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' Patch. Sir George will be impatient, Mallam ; if their 
Plot facceeds, we ſhall be well receiv'd ; if not, he will 
be able to us. Beſides, 1 long to know how my 


- Miran. old Mammon, and thy detefted Walls 
"twill be no more ſweet Sir Francis, I ſhall be compell'd 
to the odious Taſk of Diſſembling no to get my 
own, and coax him with the wheedling Names of my 
Precious, my Dear, dear Gardee. O Heavens! 


Good lack ! good lack! what Tricks are there 
in this World? 


gane. Madam, be pleas'd to tie this Necklace on, 


| for] can't. get it into the [ Seeing Sir Francis. 


Miran. Wench is a Fool, I think ! cou'd you 
not have carried it to be mended, without putting it in 
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Sir Teal. How's that 


ha. fuſs to bear me, i. ene [ Afide. 
- Sir Geo. Have a care what you do. You had better 
_ truſt to his Obſtinacy. L Ali. 
Sir Feal. Did you ever ſee ſuch a perverſe Slat? Of, 
I fay Mr. Meamuyell, pray help me a little. 
Sir Geo. Riſe, Madam, and dayiot diſobli your Fa- 


Cha. Oh ! my charming faithful Dear. Afide. 
Sir Feal. Falihood ! —— 
Jove with ? 5 r Iago I 
CULW 
Cha. "Heaven forbid ; for 1 hall infallibly diſcover 
ſhould. . 
FS 
will your a A 18 
o 


e My Hes nene er her grieve, whom, 
'd would with Joy receive me. a obligue - 
1 Head) Hold Head, 
end. [Pulling up ber He 

hold 10 = Head, — and took os Mia Is 
there 2 properer, 1 — 4 ſhap'd Fellow in 
England, you Jade you? Ha! ee, fee the obſtinate Bag- 
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ſhats her Eyes; Se. „I have a Mind 
to beat em - wa * "oy Toms down. 
Jab. Do then, Sir, kill me, Eill me inſtantly. 
"Tis much the kinder Action of the 'T'wo ; 
For twill be worſe than Death to wed him. 
Sir Geo. Sir Fealous, you are too pa ſſionate. Give me 
leave, Fil try by gentle Words to work her to your Pur - 


Sir Teal. I pray do, Mr. Meanwell, I pray do ; ſhe'il 
break my Heart. [Met.] There is in that, Jewels of 
the Value of 3000 J. which were her Mother's, and a Pa- 

wherein I have ſettled one kaif of my Eſtate upon 
now, and the whole when I die; but provided ſhe 
marries this Gentleman ; elſe by St. Jags I'll turn her 
oat of doors to beg or ſtarve. "Tell her this, Mr. Menr- 


well, do. 
Six Geo. Ha | this is 
me, Sir, I'll lay the 


8 — on Charles ? 
ou Life, 
r — Oh! 
Arms. | Lei. 
D 2 Sir 
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Sir Geo. Hold, hold, hold. Sdrath, Madam, yout 
ruin all ; your Father believes him to I 


Sir Geo. She 
being turn'd out Loder "1 
Runs back to Iſabinda. 

Ti he, Oh ! my raviſh'd Soul! 

Gee. Take heed, Madam, you don't betray your- 
fair. Seem with Reluctance to conſent, or you are un- 
done ; [ Runs to. Sir Jealous] ſpeak 3 Sir, 
I'm ſure ſhe'll yield, I fee it in her 

Sir Teal. Well, Tabinda, eme 
Father, whoſe only care is to make you happy, as Mr. 
—— has inform's you ? Come, wipe thy Eyes 3 
nay prithee do, or thou wilt break thy Father's Heart: 
See, thou bring U the Tears in mine, to think of thy un- 
dutifal Carriage to me. [Weeps. 
WI Lobo yrs 

yard to my 5 me w am 
all Obedience. 2 


Sir Feal. Ha! then thou art my Child again. 
3 and now, Friend, the Day's thy 


"Che. The happieſt of my Life if nothing intervene. 
Sir cal. And wilt thou 12 him? 
- I will endeavour it, Sir. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here is Mr. Tackum. 
Sir Feal. Shew him into che Parlour, —— Senior tome 
wind jueipora ; cette Momento des juntta les Manas. 
[Gives her to Charles. 
oe: In. Tranſport ! Senior yo la recibo 2 
fe un Teſoro tan Grande, Oh! my 
my Soul. * . { Embrace. - 


Tab. 


| 
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ing Comſort. * 
Ee Now, 2 Meanwel!l, let's to the © 
Pla by bis Art, will jain this Pair 
Make me the bappieft Father, her the 1 . 
F xi. 


SCENE changes to the Street before 
Sir Jealous's Door. 


Enter Marplot, Salus. 

Marpl. I have hunted all over the Town for Charles, 
but can't find him ; and by by Page) Crude ſcouting at the End 
of the Street, I ſuſpect he maſt be in the Houſe again. I 
am inform'd too, that he has borrow'd a Spas Habit 
aut of the Play-b:uſe : What can it mean? : 


Enter a Servant of Sir Jealous's 4% him out of the 
Houſe. 


Hake, Sir, do you belong to this Houſe ?. 

Serv. Yes, Sir. 

Marpl. Pray can you tell if there be a Gentleman in» 
it in Span; Habit? 

Serv. There is a Span; Gentleman within, that is. 
Juſt» going to marry my young Lady, Sir. 
Marg. Are you ſure he is a Sp-nj/6 Gentleman 
" Serv Pm fure he ſpeaks no Eckl, that I hear of, 
Marpl. Then that can't be him I want; for tis an 


F 


Frngliþ Gentleman, tho'T he be dreſo d like 
a Spaniard, that I enquire _ "Pp 
Serv. Ha! Who knows but this may be am I J 


Fil inform my Maſter ; for if he ſhou'd be impos'd upon 
he'll beat us all round. [ {fide ] Pray, come in, Sir, and. 
ſee if this be the Perſon you enquire for. 


SCENE changes to the Infide of the Houſe. 


Enter Marplot. 
Marpl. So, this was a Contrivance : If this be 
Charles, now will he veer how I found him ow. 
LY Enter 


Serv. 
tleman in 
Sir Fe 
Don Dizgo 
with Seignior Babinetto 
15 
Sir, I 
I Fea Don't you underſtand SpaniÞ, Sir ? 
Nat I, indeed, Sir. 
Marg. my Word Sir. 
Sir Feat. What then, » 
the Eng/iþ Merchant, Mr. Meanwwell ? 
Ml. Neither, Sir; not I. 
Sir l. Why, who are you then, Sir ? And what do 
1 


Enter Servant and Sir 


* 
- 1 1 l 9. 
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Kh, Hoke 


What then, you'd ſpeak with his Friend, 


D 


0 
itt 
Tt 
"1 


LE an angry 


Nay nothing at all, not I, Sir. Pox on him ! 
be were out ; he begins to exalt his Voice, I ſhall 


Wwe 


* 


Sir Geo. Ha! Marplet here Oh, the unluckY 
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Sir Feal. Did he ſo? — Not that I know of, Im e- 
Pray that this be Don Diego — If 1 ſhow'd 
be trick'd now — Ha 1 =. 4, 4" 
Within there ! ſtop the inge — Run, Sirrah, call 
all my Servants ! Ill be be ſatisſy d that this is Sega Pe- 
4% Len, cer be has my Daughter 

Ani Ha, Sir Gee } what have 1 done now? 


Emter Sir George with a drawn Sword between the Scenes- 


—— What's the matter, Sir Fealaus ? 
Sir Feal. Nay I don't know the matter, Mr. Meamwel]. 


3 2 


Sir Teal. Nay, then, I'm bent? ruin'd, undone ; 
. Taken. Rogues! [Offers t go in.] Stop the 


17 15 1 5 on, Mr. Tackum , Nay, no 
entring here, [ grard this Palhge, old Gentleman ; the 
— » 0 
or 


Exter a Servant. 
Sir Feal. A Pox on the Act and Deed! — Fall 


you beat me for ? 1 han't mar- 


dort you knock him down t 

Serv. We are afraid of his Sword, Sir ; if you'll take 

that from him, we'll kaock kim down preſently. 
Enter Charles and Iſabinda. 


1 
6 
7 
14 


fo The Bus 11 Bopy. 
| Sir Feal. Ah downright Exg/iG: — Oh, oh, oh, ok x 

Hunt Fac Gr Mina, Pack, Sect, 
Sir Fran. Into the Houſe of | ; 
knocking : Ha 7 1 think K 
. Sir Francis I ave you come * What was 
this your Contrivance, to abuſe, trick, and chouſe me 
of my Child ! 


Sir Fran. My Contrivance! What do you mean? 
Si Feal. No, you don't know your Son there in 


? 
Sir Fr. How ! my Son in SpanzÞ Habit. 


you'll come to be bang d get out of my Sight, ye Dog! 


get out of my fight. 
Sir Teal. Get out of your fight, Sir! Get out with 
your Bags ; let's ſee what you'll give him now to main- 


tain on. 
Sir Fram. ive him! he ſhall be never the better for 
of mine —— and you might have look' d after 


ughter better, Sir 7ea/ous. Trick'd, quotha? 
Load, I think defign'd to trick me: But look ye, 
Gentlemen, I believe I hall trick you boch. This fa” 


is my Wife, do you fee? And my Eſtate ſhall de- 
only the Heirs of her Bady. 
ir Ges. Lawfully begotten by me I ſhall be 


i „Sir Francis, this has 
Cordial for that. [Takes her 5y the 
ir Sir, you have nothing to ſay to this 


| nothing to do-with my Wife, Sir. 
Fran. Wite, Sir! 


f 
| 


. Ay. ang +, nag "tis even ſo. I hope 
' *. & 14 vir 
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What have you chon'd me out of my Con- 
Writings then, Miitreſs, ha ? : 
but my own, Guardian. 
ha, ha, tis ſome Comfort at leaſt to 
reach'd as well as myſelf. Will you ſet- 

y upon your Son no 
| | Sir Fran. He ſhall fta-ve firit. 

an. That I have ken tre to picvent. The, 
Sir, is the Writings of y ur Unele's Fttate, which has 
se heen your duetheſe three Years. , 

Cie. 1 ſhall tudy to deſerve the Favour. 

_m A IT 
i make you reſtore em Houſewiſe, I will . 
tal.” Take cave 1 dune make you pay the Ar- 
„Sir. "Tis well it's no worſe, fince tu no better. 


you 
Mary]. Mercy | how he labs 4 
Sir Geo. Ha, — 


. 


is the true of a Soul ; I low d 
ter, hah me ye Tr 


Chyice. 
nor blame me, Sir, for loving my own, 
CE ook 
ug Amr with” 
"there's no kelp ft 


Merl. 
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Ir * 
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f 


ere 
> 
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F 
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+ Sir, I hope you'll give me leave to take Patch 


8 


plot 
iþ 


] 


Jt 


2 
Ir: 


Footman. 
=; 


[1 


il 


Sir Fea]. Now let us in and refreſh ourſelves with a |} 
GlaG, in which we'll bury all Animaſities: And 

n wy Example ket all Parents move, 
- . 
But fill it that Care to Providence above. 
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EPILOGUE 


v me you ſee one Buſie Body more ; 
by Though you may have envugh of one h. fre. 
With Epilegue' s, the Bufie Body's Wa, 
We ftrive to help, but ſometimes mar a Play. 
At this mad Seſſions, balf condemnn'd Cer try'd, 
Some, in three Days have been turn d a, and died. 
Fo 222 of Parties, their Attempt; are vain, 

Fer, like falſe Praphets, —_ ne'er rife again. 

Too late, au ben 228 avory oe beſteches, 
And E pilogue: prove Seed Speeches. 
Vet fare I ſpy no Buſie Bodies Here, 
And one may paſs, ſince they ds iy where. 
Sour Criticks Time, and Breath and Cen/ures wafte, 
And baulk your Pleaſures to refine yoar Taſte. 
One E4u/ie Don Jon illtine'd high Tenets preaches, 
Amther yearly ſhows 17 in Speeches. 
Some ſui) ling Cits a a Peace for ite, 
To ftarve thoſe Warriers who fa bravely fight ; 
Still F a F. upon bis Knees afraid, 
Whe/e wwell-bang'd Tromps want ener, Heart and Bread. 
Old Beaux, who none, not nn themſefoes can pleaſe, 
Are buſie Pill, for nothing—— bu! to teize. 
The Young, fo buſt: dow age.e Hes e, 
The Miſchief — uke moſt to 


— 
22 * Wretches, e 2 2 7 Will, 
be bufre ? 


more kndly mig 


One ts a Huſband, who neer dreamt of Horns, 


EPILOGUE. 


hea dear evith Friend bis Brow: adorns. 
eien, Tell (he fhon'd repent it ) 

Payts three kind Souls that I'd at Peace contented. I . 

Some wwith Law- Houſes by the Ears, I 


With Phyfick one <uhat be would heal impairs ; 


— a bile A — D 4. 


Let none but Buſie Bodies vent their Spry ht, 
And with Good humour, Phaſure crown the Night. 


